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LONG AGO, MY VERY SPECIAL MEMORIES 
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By Marthield Berry Moses 


ROSE INN WAS SPECIAL. It stood out. It was painted green, not gray, 
and there was no picket fence in mid-century. It was three stories high. The 
teachers lived on the third floor. I was allowed to go up to that third floor 
on several occasions, and as a child that was special to me. I was also 
taken out on the balcony on occasion and as a child, that too was special. 

If I remember correctly, there were only two buildings in Crossett that had 


balconies. 


That wonderful big fireplace at the end of the hotel lobby. What 
a treat it was to walk into the Rose Inn on a cold day and stand in front of 
that blazing fire. That was special. Not many fireplaces in Crossett years 
ago. 

As a teenager the big formal dances, with a live orchestra, were 


so very special to me. Don't think I missed a single one. 


The big Crossett Company awards banquets were always special--good 


food and always enjoyable. 


In the last year or so that the Rose Inn was open, on special dinner 
occasions, they asked me to bake the cakes for them. I felt that it was a big 


honor to be asked to bake for the Rose Inn. 


It was always special to go to the Rose Inn, even to meet someone 
for lunch. You don't go into many places today to eat and have a white table 
cloth and real cloth napkins--waiters dressed in starched white jackets. 


We enjoyed our meals in peace and quiet as was the practice at the Rose Inn. 


I know I used the word "Special" over and over, but that is what 


the Rose Inn was to me--SPECIAL. 


-30- 





SO 


WE MEASURED HEADS AT ROSE INN 


My first and most special memory of the ROSE INN was during my second year as a Girl Scout. 
Mrs. John Lee Woods was our leader and for a badge we were to entertain our parents and 
their friends. Any social occasion was always made special when being held at the Rose Inn. 


We chose to have a Hat Tea, which was a hat style show made and modeled by the designer 
scout, made from kitchen utensils, brooms, mops, colanders, strainers, knives, forks, etc. 

It was a huge success and fun for all. Guests were admitted by having their heads measured 
and fee was their hat size and we made enough money to finance our next field trip. 


That was my first time to model for a style show at Rose Inn, but there were others in later years. 
These were organized by local clubs for charitable organizations. Merchants were represented 
from Crossett, El Dorado, Monroe and Bastrop. 


My Mother, Katy Toney, worked and called the Rose Inn home from 1957 until it was torn down . 
She was the main baby sitter for Snap and Toney. They spent lots of time at the Rose Inn and 
learned to love it, especially the hamburgers. They still compare hamburgers to those they had 
at the Rose Inn Dining Room. None so good! | purchased 2 platters the burgers were served on. 
| use them often, and when | do it always brings back memories of their childhood, their 
Grandmother and the Rose Inn. | still miss the Rose Inn and will always treasure my time and 
memories of the Rose Inn. 


Polly Toney Robertson, 02-23-01 





Around 1940,...At the Rose Inn 
A Memorable Performance (at least to the performers) 


by “Sadie” Gibbs Burchfield 
2-22-2001 


I think I was probably about thirteen years old when my dancing teacher, Dorothy 
Grace Berry Cook prepared four of us in my dancing class to perform at the Rose Inn for 
what event I don’t remember. . 

Our mothers made our costumes. I remember they were pink satin with long, 
tartlton (net-like) skirts with glittery, silvery stars on them. 

As best as I can remember there was a large group in the audience in the lobby. 

Patsy Simmons, Jo Ann Rawls, Jo Ann Tatum, and | tap-danced and sang on the 
wide stairs going up to the second floor. Velma Easterling played the piano for us. I 
don’t remember which of these songs we danced to, but it was either Alexander’s 
Ragtime Band, Josephine. Shoe Shine Boy, or Dinah. 

We really put all we had into it. As far as we were concerned, we felt like we 


were dancing on Broadway, to be asked to dance at the Rose Inn. 


MY BOYS CAME HOME 
By Lemmelia G. Walter 


It was recall time last Christmas when my boys, John, Bill, and Stephen 
with his son, Jesse, plus their friends all gathered in our family room at 
804 Elm Street in Crossett. It was a wonderful time not only to cook and eat 
but to refresh memories of bygone days of the 60's and 70's. A lot has trans- 
pired since my husband, their father, died in 1996. We all remember him as 
V. D. "Bucky" Walter who provided well and loved us all and constantly upgraded 


our home. 


It was December 2000, again in Crossett, as we welcomed the Walter 
friends like Frank Carter, Herman "Bubba" Lovett, Eddie Hannum, Mary Jane Lowry, 
Sylvia Arnold and her dad, Ashley Williams. Hanging in the hall was a framed 
print of old Rose Inn. The memories of that company hotel made us talk and 


laugh as the boys recalled many tales. 


They told about their dad taking us to Rose Inn for Sunday dinner each 
week. They explained how we had to hurry from the Methodist Church to get our 
favorite parking spot at the rear of Rose Inn. The boys ranged in ages from 
six to twelve when we ate out each Sunday. They described the famous soups 
(mushroom, potato, and pimento cheese), apple pie a la mode, and those famous 
ice cream sundaes; also the little individual cream pitchers. They were impressed 
with the white linen table cloths and napkins. "We knew to mind our mamners, for 
mother would give us those looks that stop us cold or freeze us in our tracks," 
they said. 


Another of the boys explained that when service was slow, they would 
slip out of the fancy dining room to play in the leather-covered chairs in the 
lobby; also to the Inn's front porch where there were many rocking chairs in 
which to play. They told about the blue light which attracted and killed both 
big and little bugs. During all that conversation about Rose Inn, one of my 
sons referred to Dad's old Tart Cookbook to announce how some of the food was 


prepared. 


Another son delighted in stories about their exploring Western Union's 
nook and of warming at the fireplace in the lobby. Another attraction was the 
walled-in telephone booth down the hall. 


Our guests (Hannum, Lovett, and Carter) recalled being hired as student 
laborers to help tear down the hotel in 1973. The old story about finding the 
Rose stained glass window inside a wall which had been covered with wallpaper 
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was again recited. As they tore the paper from one wall, they foundowritten 
on it in big letters "Ty Cobb--what a slugger!"" Post cards dated in 1958 were 
there, too. Also covered with wallpaper behind the registration desk was a 


large aerial photograph of the old sawmill. 


Some remembered with a great deal of pride the wonderful Boy Scout 
banquets held in the great dining room. In the same room a retirement banquet 
was held by many friends for Dr. Waldo A. Regnier. It was such a popular event 
there was not enough room for many who came. They had to forego the meal but 
enjoyed the "roasting and toasting" of the local family physician. In fact, 


Mary Jane said there was standing room only in the adjoining lobby. 


One of the boys delighted in demonstrating how his age group danced 
the "Limbo'' when the dining tables and chairs were removed for a big party 
sponsored by a radio station from El Dorado. "Our dancing in socks only helped 
keep a shine on that polished hardwood floor," he said. 


I was a member of a three-table Bridge club that met each Christmas 
at Rose Inn for our holiday dinner at Rose Inn. I recalled a time when it was 
my turn to be the hostess. Bill used his decorative touch and turned the Pine Room 
into a thing of beauty. How proud I was of my very young son! 


You can tell from my writing that old Rose Inn memories are lasting 
with the Walter family and friends. May other families also enjoy their memoirs. 
Like the boys said, "Rose Inn was a good place for sundaes on Sunday." 





Remembering Rose Inn 
by 
Olivia Gibbs 


I am sure pictures of the Rose Inn hang lovingly in homes throu ghout the United 
States. I know for certain one hangs in a home in Prairie Village, Kansas, one in a home in 
Asheboro, North Carolina, and one in a home in Lake Village, Arkansas—the homes of my 
three children. 

My memories of Rose Inn consist of occasional family 
Sunday luncheons, a number of banquets, as well as the mmnibedy 
meetings of Business and Professional Women’s Club. 

The one banquet that stands in my mind was the Blue and Gold 
Banquet. I was the Den Mother of a fine group of Cub Scouts in 


the early 50s. At the banquet, after introducing my Cubs and 


telling of their accomplishments during the year, a lady came to 





me and complimented me on my group. She said, “I didn’t know 
you were a public speaker.” I wasn’t a public speaker then and am not one now. She just 
didi *t understand the heart of a Den Mother—she never tires of bragging on her Cubs. 
Come rain or shine, those Cubs were at my house immediately after school on F 
Thursday afternoons. They didn’t let anything keep them from getting that cookie and Kool- 
Aid. They all grew up to be good citizens and successful men, I’m proud to say. I will not 


attempt to name them here for fear of omitting someone. Some former Cubs still live in this 


area. They know who they are. 


Robert Gibbs, the Cub Scout pictured 
above, is an International Telecomumni- 
cations Consultant. 


NEXT BLOCK FROM THE INN 
By Wade Tull 


In late sixties of last century my shoe store was located near Rose 
Inn in Crossett, Arkansas. The hubbub of hotel visitors kept me and my foot 
fitting customers guessing "who they were and how long they could be entertained 
at a company owned hotel". That's where civic clubs met in Crossett, and that's 
also where I drank coffee when the urge struck me. Rose Inn was not a typical 


hotel but an INN of rare comfort. 


One tale my son, Reverend Justin Tull, has told from his Methodist 


church pulpit in Dallas, Texas, is the following: 


"Dad's shoe store on Crossett's Main Street was where he bragged about 


his best Christmas. 


"As I say, my father's store was near Rose Inn where two Rotary 
Club members were assigned to go Christmas shopping with a needy child of 
the African-American race. Those two grown men (Rotarians) were Bill Amold 
and Ned Hastings. They picked out a nine-year-old child and all stood peering 
through the show window of Tull's Shoe Store. 


"The little girl's face brightened.when she saw in the window a 
pair of pink saddle oxfords with thick crepe soles. With her, the two grown 
men had only $5.00 from the Crossett Rotary Club. The two men--one a country 
lawyer and the other a Certified Public Accountant--were bound by their club 
to accompany the black child to do the Christmas shopping. 


"About store-closing time the little girl begged the two men to 
let her try on those pink shoes in my dad's store. The men approved her 
trying on the oxfords and hoped she could get a good fit. Since there was 
only one pair of shoes like it in the store, he prayed that they would fit 
her, for they were the ones she admired most. 


"Dad invited the men to sit down while he took the shoes from the 
store window. At the fitting stool, he slipped off the gitl’s old shoes. 
At once he saw that one ankle was false, and her foot was made of wood. 
Fortunately the new shoes were the right size. Although the price on the 
shoe box was marked $9.00, he immediately changed the new price to $5.00 to 
make the price fit her money. The satisfied expression on the face of the 
little girl and the fact that two busy men also enjoyed the one time low price 
gift made that Christmas one to be remembered by my father, his family and 
all the Rotary Club members at old Rose Inn." 
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A -PROFESSIONAL'S FOND MEMORIES - Mike McDaniels, DDS 


My fond memories of the — Inn 

If you ever talk to anyone about the history of Crossett, imvariably they will make mention of two 
things, the “Light” and the Rose Inn. My fond or interesting memories of the Inn can be divided 
into 3 different stages of my life. They were interesting, they were _— and ‘sometimes | 
even comical. For now let us try to think back about the Rose Inn, the building itself in 1912. 
Before my time: 

I had heard stories that in the first part of the century, when the Rove Inn was built, that you 
wouldn’t consider a lumber town in south Arkansas the ideal location for an establishment that 
featured fine dining, fine living accommodations, and if you please, some culture for this area. 
But Crossett was not the “run of the mill” lumber operation, if you will excuse the pun. Can you 
envision people passing by in & horse and buggy on a dirt, re road that surrounds this 
building in the middle of town and wondering to themselves, what is this? After all, this 3 story 
building with fence(to keep cows and horses out) had a er lawn, a formal dining room 
that required coat and He. white coated waiters and imported chefs that opened the doors 
promptly at 6 p.m. with an announcement that “dinner is served”. This doesn’t fit into my 
thinking of what an a century _—— town was all about. But the Rose Inn was special, it 
separated Crossett from al the others. | 

Another interesting and amusing story before my time was the forward thinking of Mr. “Cap” 
Gates. Undoubtedly he loved Crossett and wanted to provide for the valid of the town after , 
all the timber had béen cut, thinking that this would be approximately 20 years down the road. 
He therefore set out to raise purebred Hampshire hogs and cattle in thé community to sustain 
Crossett through the years. They had an annual Hampshire hog auction at the Rose Inn each 


year, on this manicured lawn, and the Inn, always up to par, had a special menu for that event 





which included Ashley County quail and Ashley County (world champion) candied yams. Now 
I do think there was a large turn out for that event. | 


My Early Years 
ma oe 


In my early years, the town had grown, schools and churches were prevalent. What-reaiees the 


Wwe pe 
Rose Inn so interesting #6 the activities which surrounded it compared to the conservative 


standards of the community. Female school teachers were brought in, being unmarried a 
requirement of course. They were housed on the 3rd floor of the Inn. They lived under very 
strict rules. There was no card playing, no dancing, no smoking and certainly no drinking which 
was too bad to mention. They had a curfew at 10 p.m. Their dates had to wait in the lobby of 
the Inn and no upstairs visits were allowed. In the comer of the lobby there was a piano and 
people sang and visited in this area. Unfortunately the banister in the large staircase blocked the 
vision of one of the managers of the Inn, a Mr. Boardman. He removed two of the railings from 
the banisters so he could see the couples across the room to check that no extracurricular | 
activities were going on. What made this so interesting was on Saturday nights there was 
dancing in the Inn, sometimes with live entertainment. A local i group called the Starlighters 
meTimgs 
played frequently, The temptations, were too great. On occasion a teacher would slip out of the 
third floor, climb down the fire escape, meet her date in the butler’s pantry and dance in a 
secluded area. I guess you eon say the Rose Inn catered to all tastes. 
My School Years, Fun Years, or Years of Firsts 
My first remembrances of the Inn came as we wete growittg up. One of the highlights of the 
weekend was going to a Saturday matinee at the Crossett Theater, just across the street from the 
Inn. There was a popcorn vending machine out in front of the theater and we could buy a bag for 


5 cents, We would take our popcom, go over to the Inn and rock in those large porch rocking 
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chairs. You would get a gee great view of Crossett because everybody cruised Main Street on 
Saturday afternoon. We ventured into the lobby one day and I remember looking at that 
staircase. In later years after I had seen the movie I would say that it reminded me of Tara in 
Gone With the Wind. . 

This brings up two subjects I will entitle, the Devil Made Me Do It! The first being the movies. 
I was brought up in one of the largest Protestant churches in Crossett, very conservative. It was 
instilled in me early on that the _— theater may or may not be a den of iniquity. But it was 
always a den of iniquity on Sunday afternoon. One of qur more aggressive ministers would sit 
on the porch of the Rose Inn, take names of his church members attending the Sunday matinee 
and let the congregation know that evening whose souls were beyond repair. We would put 
sacks over our heads, hide behind large people entering the theater, or take turns diverting his 
attention so we could quickly slip in the door. Of course we asnuily got caught and that meant 
we were on the prayer list that week. 

#2 on the Devil Made Me Do It list. Those rocking chairs on the front porch of the Rose Inn 
really intrigued us. Us being the boys, our gang). Now during Halloween we were full of 
mischief, turning over garbage cans and that sort of thing. It _ discussed how ss could steal, 
or maybe I should say borrow one of those large rocking chairs: The plan was set. At the 
bewitching hour we would hide on the old tennis court behind the Inn, slip around the comer 
through the walkway to the lodge, quietly pick up the Chait, sneak it down the alley going south 
on Main street and throw it in the swimming pool. I don’t remember why we wanted to throw it. 
in the swimming cont, we just did. So, we slipped around the building and to our astonishment 
there were no chairs on the porch. Far sightedness on the Inn’s part had prepared them for this. 


But nevertheless, the chairs were on the porch again the next day. 





My first dining experience came in high school at a school banquet. It was also my first white 
dinner jacket, my first ——e and probably my first formal date. Boy wasI nervous! I 
reflect back on this now a when I was asked by my good friend to tell these remembrances 
J in tum asked him’ what he wanted me to cover. He replied, just tell about your experiences 
when you came over to the Inn for Sunday lunch afier church. I never came over to the Inn for 
Sunday lunch after church. Sunday was always fried chicken day and besides that was about the: 
same time I was trying to slip past the pastor for the Sunday matinee. So this dining experience 
was a special sedis I remember pondering, which fork, what should I do with the napkin, 
please Mike don’t drop anything on the dinner jacket in front of = date. The Rose Inn 
presented a learning experience for me and there was a special feeling, like there is a big world 
out there and J am getting my first taste of it 

The sock hops! As I alluded to earlier, in this conservative gi The Rose Inn gave us an 
opportunity for diversity. This was one of my first times at dancing and J loved it. There were 
regular sock hops on Saturday nights and I tried to go to all of them. On one occasion a fruit jar 
full of white lightening showed up. Some might call this moonshine liquor. The big boys in the 
group, (big supposedly meaning of advanced knowledge) said take a drink of this and go stand 
over by the warm fireplace and you’ll probably get drunk!! Needless to say there were several 
guys surrounding the fireplace with puckered up faces from the taste of the moonshine and I 
said to myself, if this is what it takes to get drunk, its not worth it, Thank goodness my pastor 
was not sitting on the front porch that night!! ca 

Television had come into being. The Inn gave many of us our first opportunity to watch 


television. There was a large TV in the lobby and we crowded around it, amazed at the new 


technology. One other part of the Inn that fascinated us was the Western Union, telegraph office _ 





in the north end of the — This office was only opened certain hours during the day. I 
remember one ni iat we were swetdhine TV and someone came up ovat the idea that we could 
send a telegram to Elvis Presley. Several of us sneaked into the area, but he we couldn’t — 
out how to send the telegram to Elvis. But, the Rose Inn did provide access to the most modern 
technology. 

One last remembrance from my fun days. I was fortunate to have an opportunity to receive a - 
Crossett Company scholarship which helped me continue my education. Besides a written 
requirement there was an oral examination. It was held in the Rose Inn. One of the questions 
asked me was did ] know what an aphid was? This was the only question I can remember asked, 
but I didn’t know the answer. I immediately looked it up when | left, but I was sure that I had 
lost my scholarship. An aphid is a plant insect that likes roses. I’ve always wondered if there 
was any significance to that question. | | 

In my later years after school I returned to Crossett to practice. I was fortunate enough to be 
asked to join the Rotary Chub, and sure enough, the Club met weekly at the Rose Inn. Times had 
changed, a new stage of life, a Title more mature and formal, but important to me. 

Years later on the landing at the second floor level of the — Inn a stained glass 1 rose was 

| discovered hidden in the walls. This glass is at the Paul Sullins Library across the sireet along 
with the imported Italian marble “Rose” that was over the fireplace in the lobby. No one seems 
to know who put the stained — rose in the wall or why it was put there. This may be the 
comparison I was talking about when I began this presentation. The mystique and mystery of the 
Rose Inn and the Light will last forever. Yes the Rose provided many fond remembrances for 


me growing up in Crossett Thanks for letting me share them with you. 
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From Doris Berry Dotan 


Sometimes memories appear sweeter than reality. Oh! Rose Inn teeming with 
ardent persons really enjoying life. It rightfully had a respected pace in the 
history. Remember me and Curtis Joe, Jo slayer and Terry, her beau, and 
Canon had her fair lad. ? 


Amold Gifford, the Fayetteville baron, waiting to collect the sorority belles. 
Every now and then Gale Wilcoxson and Robert Ragland came in. Kenneth - 


Williams and Virginia Moran made their presence known. 


Ever present was the specter of Papa Hastings. There was 20 drinking, 
dancing or card playing among his chosen flock. 


Crossett has produced its share of celebrities. Jim Johnson on the Supreme 


Court. Bob Linder with his drama expertise. K.T. Osland singing. Tony and 
Dona Gates and their National Registry home in Colorado. Phil Stratton is 


_ my personal family lawyer. 


The University of Chicago dominated Mr. Hastings’ philosophy. Silas Snow 
froma Crossett Camp and later UCA. Snooks Carter did a good job leading 
Crossett as its mayor. Richard Welch married a town beauty, Sheila Peyton, 
js making a name in the arts, a Dolan tradition. The Rainwater girls made 
their mark. There were so many more. Llove you all. , 8 


I remember the May Pole dance of Ned and Ann Amold, Margaret Ann Finch | 
and the rest. I still remember the blistering lecture I received from Papa § 
Hastings because of the May Pole dance. Qh! Wondrous days. 


signed: Doris Dolan 
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Photo 37B supplements 37A. At the Rose Inn banquet, Press Club members were not 
easily identified. Not in order and not complete the following attended the 1951 
dinner. See if you can find: Edwin Pinkston, Becky Bell, Edna Green, Mary Ann 
Cox, Beth Anders, Carolyn Emory, Bobbie McLendon, William C. Noman, Jr., Larry 
Crook, Mary Frances Munford, Dale Hart, John Deal Taylor, Frank Hancock, Jr., 
Shelby Day, Mary Ann McKimmy, Mary Ann Stover, Mary Ruth Estelle, Gertrude 
eae Carolyn Moffatt, Rosemary Taylor, and Bernice Woodward, teacher, and 
Jane Burt. . 


WESTERN UNION NEAR THE FIREPLACE 
By Bianchina (Bea) McAllister, nee Carnevaletti (Watts) 


I arrived in Crossett in May 1949 as Manager and Operator of the local 
Western Union Telegraph office. I had graduated from the Western Union Telegraph 
Training School in October 1945 in Springfield, Missouri. . I had worked in 
different Western Union offices in Arkansas and Louisiana before coming to 
Crossett. I rented a room from Mr. and Mrs. Frank Parrish on Cedar Street. 
Later I moved over to Third Street with Mr. and Mrs. S. E. Helm, across from 
the Green School which was then used as an armory. 


The Western Union Telegraph @ffice was located in the north corner 
of the lobby of the Rgse Inn near that big red brick fireplace. The office had 
2 side door entrance on Second Street, which was convenient. for people not wanting 


es 


to enter through the hotel lobby. 


It did not take long for me to make friends in Crossett because oF | 
Western Union teleprinters at the Crossett Paper Mill, Chemical Plant, and 
Chase Bag Company. Also, I handled from my Rose Inn office all Hamburg, Arkansas 


telegrams. 


Business was so good that I was entitled to.a trained part-time 
operator for six hours each day. Accommodations were such that no one could 
afford to live on thirty hours of pay per week. My hours were from 8 a.m. to | 
6 p.m. Monday through Saturday. Sunday was a split shift of 8 a.m. to ll a.m. 
then 2 p.m. to4p.m. After some time, the Sunday aftermoon hours were eliminated. 
Most of my meals were eaten in the Rose Inn dining room.’: I was very impressed _ 
with the elegance of the dining room. It was as nice as any place in Arkansas 
or Louisiana. The food was very good. With. the tchers living on the third floor 


of the hotel, there was always someone to dine with. -. 


Although we paid good rent for telegraph operations, the Rose Inn 
management inspected my dust rag and clean counters to check up on my being 
tidy for Rose Inn patrons. Second Avenue was graveled, and I'll never forget 
how hard it was for me to keep my office dusted, especially in the summer when 
it was hot and I would raise the side window for a breeze. The winter of 1950 © 
was cold, and we had about six inches of snow. There was-a fire burning in the 
fireplace in the lobby of the hotel, but it could not keep the lobby warm, as 
the people were going in and out all the time. The radiatot in my office was 
stubbom and wasn't capable of producing enough heat for all the space, sol © 
purchased an electric heater which wASN'T ANYTHING FANCY. The heating element 
was cone shapged and had no thermostat, but it was better than none at all. 





ae 
The hotel manager was afraid my heater would cause the Rose Inn to burn dow a 
second time. 

Having no transportation, I found it hard to get around in Crossett. 
Telegrams were delivered over town by Western Union messenger-boys on bicy¢hes 
and taxi cabs. , 

I can remember when it was rumored that the Bank of Crossett was going 
to be robbed. FBI agents were all over the place. I can recall looking out my * 
office window and seeing men on the roof of the bank building toting their guns 
and ready to defend. 

I was told that the first manager of the Western Union Telegraph Office 
was a Mr. Anderson and that the office was located*on the second floor of the 
bank building. 

Working in Crossett with Western Union Telegraph. Company at the Rose 
Inn holds many of my good memories. I was able to meet the Crossett Lumber 
Company executives, the Crossett teachers, the Rose Inn managers, and the 
_ beautiful desk clerks:as.:well as the commuunicating public. It was like one 
big and busy family. 

I retired from working for Wester Union in September of 1953--since 
when very few of us remember about "dot and dash", I do hope we will not forget 
about the Rose Inn era in Southeast Arkansas. 
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"WE FELT LIKE ROYALTY" 


By Imie Noble Carpenter 


After college dorm life, residing on the third floor of the Rose Inn was the ultimate. Only female 
teachers could live there and we all felt like royalty enjoying the maid service, meals in the grand 
Pine Room and many other amenities the Rose Inn offered. 

Each day began the same way, with the teachers attired professionally in dresses and heels, with 
polished fingernails and coifed hair. Teachers were held to high standards. We were expected to 
attend church services regularly, never be tardy or late to the classroom and certainly to never 
smoke or drink alcohol. Our group taught at the High School for grades 9-12. I taught 9th grade 
algebra for four years making memories that have lasted a lifetime. Mr. Russell was the school 
superintendent. During my first year, Mary Louise Reid Johnson taught math next door to me on 
the second floor. She was so helpful. Sometimes at noon we’d eat together in her room and 
she’d share a yummy avocado with me. Richard and Janet Jones would often pick me up at the 
Rose Inn when there was an important P.T.A. meeting or other activity. 


My roommate was my college friend, Jane Oswald. Our room was directly across from the 
theater and we enjoyed watching the movie patrons come and go in the evenings. We also had 
fun tooling around Crossett in my red and white 1957 Chevrolet. The first time I saw Elvis 
Presley on television was in the Rose Inn Lobby. 


Breakfast and Dinner meals were taken in the Rose Inn’s dining room. The meals were served 
by white jacketed, white gloved waiters who treated us as though we were each someone special. 
Lunch was always eaten at school in the cafeteria. One personal memory of the Pine Room was 
of the fun times we spent decorating for Christmas. Each year my father, Harry E. H. Noble, Sr., 
would cut a beautiful 10 foot pine from his land: It would then be placed in the center of the 
dining room and decorated by the residents. During the month of December all the diners 
enjoyed a little Christmas magic through our decorations. 


Living at the Rose Inn had its built in “benefits.” My teacher. friends and I were lucky enough to 
know folks like Austin Temple. When the railroad operations brought young men to town, 
Austin would naturally call us to go out with them for dinner and a movie... an evening out with 
class. Many times part of our evening out would be a short ride on an A.D & N train and 
sometimes my uncle Zemery Noble would be the engineer. When the Crossett Company auditors 
came to town, we were always their choices for dinner dates. 


Other lasting personalities and special friends from that time are Lexie Woods, Ben Posey, the 
Frank Wolfe family, Patty Flo Sullivan, Bobbye Hanchey and Tom Dennis, Louise Barton, 





Keathly Sisson, Abbie Arnold, Blackie Robbins, Bobbie Elliott, Dorothy Duskin and Hugh 
Willis. 

My stay at the Rose Inn and Crossett teaching career ended when my beloved Robert A. 
Carpenter gave me a diamond ring. We were married on January 29, 1960 and I moved to our 
home in Hamburg where we lived together for 39 years. I continued teaching math in Hamburg 


until my retirement. 


Only happiness comes to mind when I think back to my years as a Rose Inn resident. 


ii don't like 
good-byes, 








THE TWEED SUIT KO 
by: 


SCOTT CAMPBELL 


At age five I was an average little boy and had 
average little boy experiences. I had cut my finger | 
feeling the edge of my dad’s pocket knife, was told 
not to do that before I did it, got a good “whippen”. I 
had lead my cousin Marshall Barnes to the big mud 
hole on the North side of the Second and Main movie 
theater and covered him with mud and grass. He 
also gave me the same treat, was told not to do that 
before I did it, got a good “whippen” (just me). I had: 
started putting my elbows on the dinner table and __ 
resting my head on my hand while I ate, was told 
several times not to do that. This time I did not get 
the “whippen” but my dad put a small pillow on the © 
table and I ate my next few meals with my head on 
that pillow, try it! 


These things and others helped to round out my 
education at age five but I had never been degraded 
to the point of having to appear in a style show and of 
all places, the most wonderful and mysterious place 
in Crossett, “The Rose Inn.” To a five year old, it 
was wonderful because it was so big. Had great big 
chairs everywhere and you could go in and out just 
about any time. It was mysterious because it was | 
“Green”, had an upstairs that was off limits to little 


FF boys (must be monsters up there) and you could go in 
the big room with you parents and these nice men 
would bring you all the food, (dessert) that you could 


eat. It was a true wonder and mystery. | 


Well, my mother decided that I was going to be in the 
style show. It might have been “Duckworth’s” that 
was showing off the new fashions but my attire was to 
be the worst thing you could put on a five year old 
boy, white shirt and tie, new patent leather shoes and 
a wool tweed suit. Yes, you’re right, the thing itched 
so bad that you were sure it was taking the hide off. 


I did not want to be in that style show and I did not 
want to put on those clothes. For those of you 
reading this account that new my mother, Jimmie 
Lawson Campbell Boyd, you know that I had no 
choice in the matter, what she said was law and I 
obeyed the law, this time (small woman, big switch). 


At style show practice, I was told to walk slowly down 
the stairs, stop at the bottom, slowly turn around so 
all the audience could see how cute I was in “those” 
clothes and slowly walk into the big room where you 
got all that dessert. No one explained to me what the 
upstairs monsters were going to be doing while I 
waited my turn, upstairs, to walk down. I held just 
Jong enough for the girl ahead of me to reach the 
bottom of the stairs, do her turn and begin to walk 
away. At that point my five year old courage broke 
and down the stairs I ran, no stop at the bottom and 
right into the safety of the big dessert room. My time 
showing off those new clothes was approximately 








fee “<< three seconds. Much to the sorrow of my mother, I 
was never asked to be in a style show again. 


All during my growing up years and the early part of 
my adult life, the Rose Inn was the center of 
community activity with dances, banquets, etc. 


My grandfather, Ed Lawson, received his forty year 
service award from Crossett Company at the Rose 
Inn and he and my grandmother had their 50th 
wedding anniversary there. , 


As a young business man in Crossett, I was invited to 
join the Crossett Lions Club and our weekly meetings 
were held on Friday at the Rose Inn. I remember the | 
delicious catfish that was on the buffet every week. 


I guess maintaining the large, old, wooden building 
was a great financial burden but I sure hated to see it 


go. 





IN COSTUME WE COULD SEE OURSELVES ON POLISHED FLOORS 
By Marthield Woods Richards 


The Woods and Richards families always bragged about the Rose Inn 
where their children participated in many memorable occasions. They grew up 
in that "headquarters town" well known for its beautiful forest surrounding it. 
Our grocery store at North Crossett and our railroad through Ashley and Drew 
Counties made a living for our parents who blazed our trails in the bygone century. 


I have such fond memories of the Rose Inn. It was a wonderful place 
for our high school banquets. We looked forward to our Senior High Banquet. 
We helped with the decorations, and the settings were always different. The 
Junior class had charge of decorating for the Seniors. Rose Inn tables were 
always set with fine linen tablecloths and napkins and polished sliverware. The 
floors were so polished that we could see ourselves in them. The class doing 
the serving always wore costumes to fit the decorating scheme. 


I also remember lots of the chers who lived there. We could go 
and visit them in the lobby. Some I remember were Mildred Ellis, Charlotte 
Pugh, Mary Kathryn Harris (Carter), Virginia Guthrie (Posey) , Mary Lou Ford, 
Miss Hendrix, Paul and Eric Kays. There were many more, but these were some 
of my teachers, also Coach Smith and Coach Kauffman. 


John Richards, my beloved husband, and I had friends that lived in 
Monroe and visited us often. He and his wife said they drove from Monroe on 
Sundays after church and ate at the Rose Inn almost every. Sunday. It was because 
of the service and good food at our beautiful hotel. They couldn't say enough 
good things about the place and were so sad when it was torm down--like hundreds 


of other families were, too. 


. I have a print of that old picturesque hotel building hanging in my 
den. It brings back lots of good and lasting memories--so many that I dream 


about "Rose". 


/s/ Marty 


ANTIQUE PARKING METERS 
By Dr. John Ben Posey III 


I guess I was about eight or nine years old and a Crossett student 
at Calhoun Elementary School on Oak Street when I lived with my mother and 
father at Rose Inn. With my sister, Linda, we were staying at the hotel for 
about two months while our Elm Street house was being completed.” 


I was fascinated not only with the bug catcher on Rose Inn's front 
porch but also with the parking meters lining Main Street to provide "pay as 
you go" parking for automobiles. It must have been the nickels and pennies 
which I found at the base of those meters that caught my attention. 


About fifty years later, my father, Ben, bought one of those same 
parking meters. This was when it~ became no longer economical for the city 
to operate, maintain, and collect coins from them in uptown Crossett. They 
were removed by the city and given to the Crossett Area Chamber of Commerce 
for re-sale. I guess that one meter with its coin box and its four-foot 
stand-pole (and a bucket of dry concrete hanging to its pole) would weigh 
about 100 pounds. 


In the late 90's my father urged me to accept that antique Rose 
Inn parking meter. I didn't have a good way to haul it to Baltimore, so I 
guess my father is still keeping that parking meter in rental storage. 


=30- 


Editor's Note 


Ror those who do not remember parking meters in Crossett: One side 
read 12 minutes for each penny, one hour for each nickel, two hours for each 
dime. The other side of the dial stated "Drive carefully--Save a Life”. 


TREATING PLANT MANAGER---ACTUALLY WAS TREATED AT COMPANY HOTEL 
By N. J. "Buddy" and Mary Frances Garrett 


Long days at the Treating Plant of American Lumber and Treating Company 
ended with relief at Rose Inn. That Chicago fimm employed me to run the lumber 
and pole treating and preserving operation for Crossett Lumber Company. I was 


the manager, and our plant wolmanized and creosoted wood products under pressure ° 


in a long iron cylinder. 


Despite being tanned by almost constant sunshine, I was almost identi- 
fied as an African American when I went for those good meals and my bed at the 
Rose Inn. Mrs. Garrett, too, liked the South Arkansas sunshine, and as a Sunday 

- School teacher, she was called the "brown one’’. But each day of 1947 and for 
‘about six months, we lived on second floor of the company hotel. Next to the 
‘First United Methodist Church we, with Jeff (age 18- months) looked forard to 

our place in Crossett where we could eat and sleep in luxury. 


They charged me WA. 00 per day for my family, so on weekends we would 
check out and spend that time in Shreveport with our parents. I called that 
“saving my employer some money’. One Monday when we returned, the Rose ma 
manager said, “Our rooms are all rented, and we can not house the Garretts.’ 

Boy| did I do a dance? Straight to the Crossett Lumber Company office I reported 
my woes to Manager A. T. McDonough. That Division Manager on short notice 


‘affected a reversal in the policies at RoseInn. 


Within an hour we Garretts were again housed and well fed at the Inn. 
‘The next day we were eating in the dining room when the commode in our second 
floor roam(above the dining table) ran over and flooded where we were eating. 
Quickly the waiter called Manager Wilson Day. With a "plumber's friend" the 
‘manager ran to our room to unstop the overflowing commode. He found that our 
‘little son had put a Dixie cup in the wrong place. 
| My early and long hours at the treating plant.did not always cooincide 
with the announced hours for Rose Inn breakfast, lunch, and dinner. Often I 


‘ended up patronizing Morgan's Cafe for a holdover meal. 


I am about to get ahead of myself. We were in Crossett two times-- 
‘first in 1939, then later in 1947. Let me tell you about entertaining the 
Searcy Elrods fron Rison. Mr. Elrod was a topnotch pole customer of our treat- 
ing plant. While eating at Rose Inn, The Elrods wanted to telephone Olivia 
Bingham, a secretary at Crossett Health Center. ‘Miss Bingham had worked for 
the Moores and Elrods at Rison. We met Olivia for the first time, and the 
Elrods rekindléd an acquaintance with the lady who had kept their books at the 
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| Rison business establishment. She was said to be the polite oneand deserving 
' Of good company. 


Several courses were served by the white-coated waiters, and we were 
"putting on the dog'' when Mr. Elrod decided to relate the story of the time he 
entertained me and my "big wigs" in his home in Rison, (Mary Frances had 
heavily starched and ironedny best white shirt with French cuffs, pulled out 
my tailored gabardine suit, and directed me to be on. good behavior.) He told 
of how my stiff shirt cuff Caught and dragged a silver fork.to the floor fron 
my place at. the formally set table. The maid brought another fork, and I re- 
sumed eating. You won't believe this, but my stiff cuff caught and dragged 
the second and third dinner forks to the floor while the distinguished guests 
looked stunned. Mr. Elrod jokingly said, "'Son,have you never used a fork before?" 


During our time here in 1939, we moved from Rose Inn and found rooms 


: on Second Street (between the Brunsie McCaskell and Willard Toney families) in 
: the home of the Cortez Moores. 


Since 1947 we have found other housing in Crossett on Main Street, 


but we will never forget our months at the hotel on Crossett's main drag. Nor 
will we forget that our son learned to put jelly on the Rose Inn toast. "That 
was the good part," according to his mother, Mary Frances. "The bad part was 
when he saw tomato juice on the waiter's tray and reached for it. The waiter 
' gave to him; he tasted it and went "AACH" and handed it back." 
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P. S. Through the years we have tried to provide good christian literature for 
our two children (Jeff and Margaret) whom we adore. Their offspring deserves 


our affections and memories, too. (dated 3/22/01) 


A 4 
MY BOSS BOUGHT MY LUNCH 


By Bryan Runyan 


Thanks to you (Ben Posey) for asking me to recall my contacts with old 
Rose Inn, the hotel in Crossett where I chose to make my living. I was Branch 
Manager of Tri-State Mill Supply. It was always my good fortune to meet my boss 
across the noon-day table for lunch at the hotel. He was Jesse Dooley from 
Fordyce and in charge of both mill supply stores at Fordyce and Crossett. Of 
great importance to my depression-budget was the fact that Jesse had an expense 
account, and he would always pay for my lunch. 


In 1937, as a favorite son from McGehee, Arkansas, I landed my 
depression-year job in Crossett as payroll clerk in the big sawmill plant. In 
the Crossett Lumber Company office I worked for Allen W. Bird and Wade Moffatt. 
I must have shone in their eyes, because I was sent to Crossett's Tri-State 
Mill Supply Company to be in charge of thaétr Crossett inventory. Everything 
was smooth sailing with sales to the manufacturing divisions, except the paper 
is ls 


When Jesse Dooley retired, John Palmer, the Supply Room Chief at the 
Crossett Paper Mill, was brought to Tri-State to capture the business of the 
new Kraft paper mill. Mr. Palmer lasted a couple of years before William Holbrook 
(a trainee in the Executive Program of the Crossett Company) was put in charge 
of Tri-State. I had left two years earlier to work for Hollis Company of 
Little Rock in order to make more money. 


Mr. Holbrook and Master Mechanic Fred Hudgens, Sr., wanted me back 
in Crossett and were influential in my return from Hollis Company. Holbrook 
called me back after. two years and paid my moving expenses to re-join Tri-State 
in Crossett. 


Now more about Rose Inn. There was my good experience with Crossett 
Kiwanis Club. I served one term as club president. With a lot of cooperation 
from hotel management and hotel employees, I enjoyed every minute of my days 
at the company hotel. My wife, Annie Katherine, and my three children, Lois 
Ann, Bill, and Charlotte, were all welcomed back to Crossett and at Rose Inn 
functions in particular. As secretary to Superintendent M. H. Russell at 
Crossett Public Schools, my wife involved our family in growing up at those 
school banquets held at that famous hotel. 


.* 


Rose Inn attracted many salesmen who were the life blood of our mill 
supply business. When a modern annex was added to the green-painted hotel 
building, Tri-State Mill Supply (with its good buying power) not only supplied 
the building materials but the furnishings as well. | 

Like I said, now that I am living at Meredith House, I often mourn 
the loss of two good wives (Annie Katherine and Grace), and I have the time 


to remember Rose Inn. It goes without saying that I also miss my four-door 
Cadillac sedan and my Jimmy recreation vehicle. Ha! ha! and Boo! hoo! 
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MY COLLECTION OF MEMORIES 


By Nancy Stephens Toon 


I will gladly join with others who fondly remember the green-painted 
Rose Inn at 200 Main Street in Crossett. Too, I appreciate the good response 


of others to the invitation to be a part of this historic COLLECTION. 


It is hard to recall my first memories of the Rose Inn. It was 


3 always there as I was growing up. 


As a teenager I remember being able to “dress up" and attend several 
affairs in the beautiful building. Some of the gatherings were school related 


and others community meetings. 
The lobby seemed so gracious and the dining room elegant. 


As a contestant in the Crossett Rodeo Queen Contest, our group had 
| pictures taken on the stairs. Later the same stairs were used for a high school 


' class reunion picture. 


The rehearsal dinner for my wedding was held in the dining room in 


1960. I don't remember the menu. 


After returning to Crossett in 1966,°my family and I enjoyed Sunday 
_ dinners after church in that same dining room. My three little sons loved 
_ making all the rockers on the front porch rock in unison. Running up and down 


the porch was fun for them, also. 


When the building was torn down, my husband, Dr. Don Toon, purchased 

! some of the lumber and the columns from the lobby area. We used the lumber to 

! make a 9' x 3' trestle table, and the posts from the columns were used to support 
| our patio. We also bought one of the small writing desks that had been used in 


a guest room. 


If and when Crossett éstablishes a museum of permanence, I have several 
_ wood furniture items--some converted from Rose Inn's structure--which I could 
donate for posterity. I also have grandchildren who need to be told about that 
famous structure in Crossett of the twentieth century. 
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FOND MEMORIES - LIKE OLD TIMES. 
By Janice and Wayne Moffatt 


Like a lot of other people (contributors to this COLLECTION), we have 


fond memories of the Rose Inn. 


Janice's mother, Jessie Watson McKelvy, worked at the Inn as a desk 
cler: for twenty-three long and gloricus years. She retired when Rose Inn was 


closed. That was a sad day for mother. 


My (Janice) first memories of the Rose Inn were when my high school 
graduating class had its first reunion. Our picture was taken on the steps of 
the stairway. I remember eating lunch in the Pine Room many times as a young 
working girl. I remember my introduction to vichyssoise. I thought that dish 


was very exotic. 


I attended many parlies at Rose Inn. One that stands out in my "noggin" 
was a beidal dinne: and shower given by our friends for Pat Combs Owens and me. 
My husband, Wayne, and I were married on the same day, February 24, 1956, as 
Herman and Pat Owens. 


Because of mother's employment at the Inn, I probably visited there 
more often than most of those my age. However, years later my three children, 
Denise, Donna, and David, were fortunate enough to visit there when mother kept 
them infrequently. They enjoyed not only the television in the lobby but the 
juicy hamburgers from the Rose Inn kitchen. Rather, than chancing a drink spill 
in the main lobby, they had to use their best manners in the big dining room. 
My mother was often "swamped" with a deluge of other kids who came into the 
lobby to call their parents for rides home after they had been to the movies 
in the theater across the street. 


Mother met many interesting people while working at Rose Inn. She 
often told me about the "big shots” visiting Crossett. She also bragged about 
and supported the families who came to manage that institution. It was a sad 
day when Mrs. Roger Heiss died during Mom's tenure. Mr. Heiss made a gift to 


mother in his wife's memory--a hobnailed epergne owned by Mrs. Heiss. 
this 
My husband, Wayne Moffatt, has/ remembrance of the company-owned Inn. 


Wayne was Assistant Superintendent at the Crossett Tissue Mill. Each Friday 
he was a part of the staff luncheon group of twenty or more people at the Inn. 
That group from the paper mill was headed by Jack Meadows and C. L. Brown. 


wins 
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Wayne reminded me not to forget the names of those kids mentioned in 
previous paragraphs of this story. Our kids, now that they are grown and doing 
well,are Carla Denise Moffatt White of Benton, Donna Leigh Moffatt Sasser of Milo, 
and David Wayne Moffatt of Acworth, Georgia. These kids have fond memories of 
sitting in big rocking chairs on that big airy front porch and sometimes being ' 


allowed to "rock in the lobby"’ of that beautiful Rose Inn. 


Recently I gave as a gift to a friend a print of an oil painting of 
the Rose Inn. She had told me that she wanted one. After the gift, she acknow- 
ledged her wonderful memory of the place. She and her husband had spent their 
honeymoon at Rose Inn and were only two of the many whose lives had been favorably 
touched. 


Excuse me while I go to grieve over the "tearing down of the landmark 
and vintage green Inn". As long as Rose Inn stood at Second and Main Street, 
it was ritual for us to go and watch the annual rodeo parade pass that corner- 


location in Crossett. 
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MEMORIES OF THE ROSE INN 
BY ; 
A FOUR MONTH RESIDENT 


My first glimpse of The Rose Inn came on April 15, 1960 when | made my initial 
visit to Crossett to be interviewed for a job at the flakeboard plant, which was 
slated to be built east of and not far from the Cemetery Pond. 


| had never heard of Crossett until | read the story about its transformation in 
Reader's Digest , and | subsequently saw it's name in an employment 
advertisement in Chemical and Engineering News, a monthly publication of 
The American Chemical Society. 


During the April 15th visit | met and talked with Mr. R. P. Meredith and Mr. 
Gus Phillips in The Rose Inn lobby and then they escorted me to The Crossett 
Lumber Company office building where | was introduced to and interviewed 
by Mr. H. S. Mersereau, who was in charge of all lumber operations and was 
also responsible for the building and staffing of the flakeboard plant. | was 
very favorably impressed by ail three of these gentlemen. 


The next time | saw The Rose Inn was on January 7, 1961 when | came back 

to Crossett for a follow-up interview. Construction of the flakeboard plant was 
delayed for several months because of uncertainties relating to a possible 
purchase of The Crossett Company by The Union Camp Company, which did 
not occur. However, by the time of my second visit, construction of the plant 
had begun under the supervision of Ford, Bacon and Davis; and Mr. Mersereau 
had selected Mr. Wellslake Morse to be plant manager. The 90,000 square foot 
warehouse building had been erected but it's concrete floor slab had not been 
poured. 

The second interview went well and | accepted the offer of a job as Quality 
Control Supervisor of the new plant. We later agreed that | would start to work 
on the upcoming February 15th. 


At this time | was living in Laurel, Mississippi with my wife, Mary Noel, and our 
four children. Since the three oldest children were in school we thought it best 
for me to come to Crossett alone and for her and the children to stay in Laurel 

until the end of the school session then underway. So that is what we did. 


| came to Crossett on February 14, 1961 and got a room at The Rose Innon - 
the second floor on the south side. | don't remember the room number for sure 
but think it may have been 214. At any rate | stayed in this room and ate in the 
main dining room for about four months. | have fond memories of the 
friendliness and helpfulness of all of the inn employees with whom | came in 
contact. | will always remember the waiters. They were neatly dressed in black 
pants, white shirts and starched white jackets and wore black shoes and black 
bow or string ties. Two with names easy to remember were Henry Ford and 





Catfish Hargroves. All of the waiters gave excellent service. 


There was a long rectangular dining table set up in the southeast corner of the 
main dining room. This table was used on weekdays by a group of regular 
diners including Lewis Horton, Tom Denton, Hazel Rice and several others. 

| accepted an invitation to join them and enjoyed the camaradarie. 


One time soon after dark when | was in my room | heard a commotion on the 
south side and looked out the window to see what was going on. It appeared 
that the Crossettt Fire Department was having a training exercise. A fire truck 
was parked nearby and firemen were leaning ladders against the wall and then 
climbing up the ladders. carrying the nozzle ends of fire hoses. The inn was 
not on fire and the men soon left. 


On the front lawn of the inn, south of the entrance way and near the front 
porch, was a steel frame holding a large rectangular electronic bug killer 
which was always in operation during hours of darkness when its purplish 
glow would attract flying insects. | remember sitting on the front porch and 
hearing the sizzles when the unsuspecting creatures flew to their doom. 


Rogers Heiss was the last regular manager of The Rose Inn and was the one in 
charge during the times that | had the pleasure of living there and/or dining 
there. Rogers and | had one thing in common. We were both native 
Mississippians. | liked Rogers and his attractive wife Mary Ross and | thought 
he did a good job. One thing | remember about Rogers in conjunction with 

the dining room is that he and his kitchen staff occasionally had pimiento 
cheese soup on the menu. | had never eaten this kind of soup until | ate it in 
The Rose Inn. | thought it was delicious and after the first time | always 
ordered it whenever it was offered. To me it was a rare treat. 


The Rose Inn was used for many social events. | remember one occasion when 
a group of ladies staged a Benefit Bridge Party in the main dining room one 
evening after supper. | like to play bridge so | took advantage of the 
opportunity, bought a ticket and joined in the fun. | didn't win a prize but | 
enjoyed playing and making new acquaintances. The proceeds from the party 
may have gone to The Crossett Public Library. If not, they went to some other 
worthy cause. 


During the four months | lived at The Rose Inn | would drive in my 1951 green 
Plymouth sedan to Laurel nearly every Friday afternoon to spend the weekend 
with my family and | would return to Crossett on Sunday afternoon. The trip 
was about 250 miles one way and took about five hours but | always looked 
forward to the Friday jaunt. Once while driving southward from Jackson | 
momentarily fell asleep and ran off the road onto the shoulder on my right 

but was able to make a quick recovery. It was a frightening experience and | 
hope that it never happens again. 


After the school session had ended and Allied Van Lines had loaded all of our 
shippable belongings we left Laurel and drove to Crossett. We spent the night 
at The Rose Inn Annex while waiting for the arrival of the moving van, which 


came the next day and was unloaded at 1006 Cedar Street. 


Although my residency at The Rose Inn had ended | would continue to go there 
many times to eat, either as guest of a sales representative or as host to one or 
more business visitors. 


On November 22,1963 | was in The Rose Inn main dining room eating lunch 
with Peter Cooksley, a visitor from Surrey, England who worked for The 
Airscrew Company. It was then that we heard the shocking news that 
President John F. Kennedy had been assassinated in Dallas 


On one occasion | was dining at noon in The Pines Room as guest of a resin 
salesman when | looked up and saw Ned Woodruff, a childhood acquaintance 
who lived in Lagrange, Georgia but used to come during the summer to visit 
a cousin in Yazoo City, my home town. | had not seen Ned in over thirty years 
but he was easy to recognize because he looked a lot like he did when he was 
a boy. At another time | was eating lunch in the main dining room and saw 
Jeep Simmons of Greenville, Mississippi. Jeep was a friend whom | had met 
when we were both students at Mississippi State College and whom | had not 
seen since 1942. It was heartwarming to see these these old friends whom | 
would probably have not seen otherwise. 


On January 24, 1969 Mr. and Mrs. Jeff Harpole of Louisville, Mississippi used 
The Pines Room of The Rose Inn for the rehearsal supper which they hosted in 
honor of their son John and our daughter Katherine, who were married the 
following day by Reverend Bob McLeod in The Presbyterian Church of 
Crossett. All of the overnight wedding guests stayed at The Rose Inn Annex. 
After the rehearsal supper the contingent from Yazoo City used one of their 
rooms in which to play Boure' (Boo-Ray), a popular card game in their locale. 


| was sorry to see The Rose Inn torn down but realized that it had outlasted it's 
usefulness. Mary Noel and | attended the auction of it's furnishings conducted 
in front of the inn by Vaskell Carter and successfully bid on one of the oak 
desks and it's chair. 


Tom Walton 
March 31, 2001 


At 8-H 


A BEAUTIFUL LANDMARK 
By Dr. Silas D. Snow 
Superintendent of Crossett Schools - '44 to '53 


ROSE INN - This noteworthy hotel was held in high esteem for many years. 


It was a beautiful landmark with its year-round ROSES and other land- 


scape bits of shrubbery and grass. (See picture next page) 


Rose Inn was famous for its business and social activities. Single 
teachers from all the best universities were happily housed there. It ranked 
high in attracting outstanding professional teachers. This was one of the best 


public school districts in the Southern Region. 


Many social and business activities in Crossett originated at the 
company-owned hotel. There was enough fommality in the food service at Rose 
Inn to attract civie clubs, banquets, and other social activities. It ranked 
"tops'' with the school people, as all our banquets and socials were staged at 


Rose Inn. All benefitted, as well as our schools. 
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My postscript: 


The editors of this special COLLECTION requested me to mention my 


family members who enjoyed our years in Crossett. 


But before I do, I want to salute and praise the many story writers 
who have recalled their memories of the Rose Inn. ‘They proved to me that the 
company hotel was more than a dwelling place. What has been told and written 
for the ROSE INN COLLECTION has proved to me that the owners, employees, and 
patrons truly contributed to making Crossett a landmark community. 


In my Crossett family there were my wife, Mary Titus Snow, my two 
children, Silas D. Snow, Jr., and Sue Snow Cooper; also, my in-laws and grands. 


The true worth of Rose Inn was simply immeasurable! 


SDS 
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ABOVE is a view of the first two blocks of Crossett's Main Street 
looking north. Rose Inn is behind the shade tree at left of picture. 


BELOW are the white trellis and columms where red roses were grown in 
Crossett's first City Park. This spectacular edifice stood on south 
side of Rose Inn and is present location of Centennial Park. 
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First Crossett City Park was south of 
Rose Inn. Front entrance to park 
(shown here) was on Main Street, west 
side of second block. Note decorative 
fence and four white entry posts. 
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THIRD FLOOR DISCUSSION AND RELAXATION 
By June Hudson Akin 


Living at the Rose Inn was just a continuation of dormitory life in 1945. 
I had accepted a job in the Lab at Crossett Paper Mill and now had to find a 
place to stay. 


I was told that the teachers stayed at the Rose Inn, but there were 
no more rooms available. Then, Joyce Hornaday at the Western Union office 


offered to let me share her room on third floor. 


There were two disadvantages to staying at the Rose Inn. There was 
only one bathroom on the third floor, so we had to sort of stand in line to 
get access to the bath. The other disadvantage was no telephone. If we wanted 
to make a call or receive one, we had to go to the first floor. 


Oh yes, there was one telephone on the third floor, but it was in the 
"duchess" room. I never discovered why she was called that unless it was be- 


cause she rated a telephone in her room. 


The Rose Inn was an ideal place to live. Delicious meals were served 
in the dining room. The movie theater was across the street. The Drug Store 
and Burr's Mercantile were located within a block. The Bus Station was just 
two blocks away, and the Baptist church only three blocks distant. Since none 
of us had cars, all these things made it great. 


After refreshing ourselves after a day at work, we usually gathered 
in someone's room to discuss all the activities of the day and what we could 


do for relaxation--usually a movie. We saw them all. 


Although I was among the problem solvers in the laboratory at the 
mill and among the third floor group at Rose Inn, we were never askéd:tossolve 
or verify old tales and stories about "Brozine Money from Crossett Mercantile 
Company'' or "'Headless Lantern Carriers and Crossett Lights on Local Railroad 
Tracks". In other words, these subjects of discussion did not rate like the 


movies across the street from Rose Im. 


I wish I knew the answers about the "Brozine Coins" being given out 
at Rose Inn as souvenirs to a few long distance hotel guests, but that was a 
story of the twenttes,and I was at Rose Inn in the forties. I will say that 
those old tales will likely get bigger and bigger! 


I would rather discuss the "motion pictures of mid-century". 


«j= 


— 
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WAITING FOR THE MIDNIGHT SHOW 
By Emma Zelle Gulledge Manning 


A ‘group of us would walk toward town and stop on the front porch of 
Rose Inn to wait for the late movie to flick-flick at the theater. I believe 
the late show started at midnight and was only across wide Main — from 
the attractive “hostelry". I remember more about the Rose Inn rocking chairs 


on that porch than I do about the stars playing at the Crossett theater. 


It was indeed a "special treat" to have a meal at the Rose Inn. As 
stated by many writers in this collection of stories, the white jackets worn 
by the waiters were starched stiff. The waiters all wore them elegantly to 
serve the diners. The roses across the front and sides of the building were 


pretty and well kept. 


I'm remembering my high school days, long before I married my good 
looking man (Charlie). It was before we reared our two girls, Carol Newton; 
and Carmen Porta. Let me digress to mention my wonderful grandchildren, 


Grayson and Garrett. 


During World War II none of us had a car, so on Sundays after church 
a group of us would meet at the home of Sadie Gibbs (Burchfield). Her home 
was located across the street from the present Church of Christ. We would 
walk around the corner to the Rose Inn for Sunday dinner. Those among this 
group were Polly Toney (Robertson), Marnelle Hearnsberger (Embry), Hattie 
Bolin (Cooper), Sadie and myself. That was our big outing, and each of us 


cherish those memories. 


Surely wish that Inn could have been restored,as it was so pretty 
and attractive. My contracting husband could have preserved that antique 
and kept it for posterity; however, he fully understands that economics 


sometime reign. 





OUTLANDISH TALES NOT CONFIRMED 
By Ella Mae Ward Bowman 


Gosh, yes! I worked from 1946 until 1978 for old Rose Inn, after 
coming across the river from Urbana in Union County. I started with Mr. and 
Mrs. Roger Heiss and ended the Rose Inn era with Luke and Anna Mae Newell, 
Managers who had come from Magnolia. Rose Inn and its Lodge were special 
to me. I used that experience to get responsible jobs elsewhere. After the 
hotel era I worked at the Ashley Memorial Hospital for eighteen years before 
going to work at First National Bank of Crossett. My present work at the bank 
is for Paul Zanders, an independent contractor doing business as American 
Systems. 


When I came to Crossett, I heard many "old tales" about the Company 
Town, and I can not confirm any of the old stories. First, the old tale about 
hotel managers, Mr. and Mrs. C. J. Boardman. They were evidently living in 
front rooms on the second floor of Rose Inn and using the top of the hotel's 
front porch as an outdoor veranda. The story goes that they sat outdoors, 
watching the cows roam on Main Street, also the public school teachers who 
lived on Rose Inn's third floor walking with their dates to the movies across 
the street. I can not confirm it! 


Second, about Rose Inn giving metal coin souvenirs to out-of-town 
guests after the Crossett Mercantile discontinued the use of brozine coins 
and coupon books, I don't doubt that a few "bronzies"' strayed into strange 
places. I was not allowed behind the registration desk where guests checked 
in and out. 


Third, I've been asked to confim the story about "feeding dead 
birds" to cats that frequented Rose Inn. Lord, no! Feeding my feathered 
friends to cats would not have been allowed by Managers Heiss or Newell. 

I know about the bug light on the front porch but not about the light attract- 
ing my tabby, You must understand that I was in charge of mops and brooms. 

I did stay to the "bitter end" of the company hotel, unlike many others who 
hurriedly transferred to a new Ramada Inn on the local lake. 


I should mention my sister, Symola Ward Howell, who also worked at 
Rose Inn. In fact, she worked there from 1962 until 1978. She was a good 
waitress, a member of the Florida Street First Baptist Church. She and I 
had green money but could not eat or sleep at the Inn because of our black 
beauty skin. If I had a dollar for every fresh bed we made and every good 
meal we served, I would be a rich old woman, including my good service money 
tips. My largest gratuity was a new fifty dollar U. S. piece of currency! 


-4f)- 
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THE ROSE INN WAS-A SPECIAL PLACE : 
Melba Maxwell Thomas 


The Rose Inn was a special place in a special time in our lives-- 
growing up. All the school banquets and other festivities were held there. 
I remember getting all dressed up in "Sunday best"’ complete with hats and 


gloves for a "Tea for the Senior Girls’. 


Luke Newell was one of the last managers. He and his wife, Anna Mae, ~ 
were our good friends, and we were always glad when they invited us for dinner 
(supper). Two of his special dishes were shrimp salad and raisin pie. 


One special occasion that our family celebrated there was our daughter, 
Cynthia's, wedding reception. The stairs made a lovely backdrop for pictures. 


Now that the Rose Inn is gone, we realize how fortumate we were to 
have had such a place so readily available for our use for school and commmity 
functions. 

«fe 
P. S. I volunteer for AARP ARKANSAS; thus, I am active with Ashley County 
Chapter #4175 in Crossett. Recently while at an AARP meeting at the Senior 
Citizens Center, Marie Moseley Gardner Vines told me she could verify an old, 
old story about Rose Inn. She said that when she was a girl growing up in 
Crossett, she often attended the movie theater across from Rose Inn and that 
she could see (with her own eyes) Manager and Mrs. C. J. Boardman using the 
top of that big front porch as a veranda. They almost daily watched the 
cows and livestock on Crossett's Main Street. 
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MEMORY LANE - WE MISS IT 


By Hattie Mae Castleberry 





Wednesday, November 17, 1999 
By Hattie Mae Castleberry 


We all remember the Rose Inn and how very special it was to go | 
there for social activities. It was great to sit in front of the big | 


fireplace in the parlor and talk while waiting to go into the dining 
room for some social event. 


When | was a child I would dream of being a school teacher and 
just maybe I would get to live in the Rose Inn. We all thought that 
would be so special. It never occurred to us that the teachers had 
fairly strict rules placed on them. I'm sure the ‘ones that lived there | 
could tell us more about that but most of the young women did _.3 
end up marrying Crossett boys and staying in this town. 


When I was a child some of the women of the town had a sewift 
club that met at the Rose Inn in the afternoons. I never knew 
much about it except that when joining them was mentioned to 
my mother, she said she really didn't have time. She was always 
busy with family and with home activities and was also busy with 
her church activities. She may have been a little shy. 


As we were growing up we were allowed to use the big tennis 
courts out, behind the Rose Inn. Our tennis courts on the school 
ground Ye" atright but it was very special to play on the ones at 
the Rose Inn. I will remember one night we were playing and a 
bad thunderstorm came up so it was a running trip for home. 


The theatre was across the street from the Rose Inn when my 
chilren were growing up and they loved to find some excuse to go 
over to the Rose Inn, usually they would say to use the phone, but 
they really thought it special to sit out on the big long porch and = 
rock in the nice rocking chairs that lined the porch. 








I really wonder how mamy times they enjoyed rocking and | 
visiting with their friends more than staying at the theater and | 
watching the movies. 
My age group enjoyed having our Junior-Senior Banquets at the | 
Rose Inn for it was really special. It was considered the fancy | 
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place to eat with the beautiful white linen tablecloths and napkins ; 
and flowers on the tables. The waiters in their white jackets and 
polite manners always added to the feeling of being in a very 
special place to eat. The food was always good. 


When my children were growing up we often went to eat Sunday 
lunch at the Rose Inn. The atmosphere there always brought out |. 
the best in polite manners and it was a very special time. Many of 

our friends ate there too. 


Many social activities were carried on at the Rose Inn. Our bridge | 
clubs often met there at night and it really made it easy for the 
hostess to plan it there instead of in the home. They served great ~ 
desserts and never complained if we stayed late. 


The Junior Auxiliary had some beautiful parties before the balls 
when they were having the lovely Junior Auxiliary parties each 
year. 





. 


Everyone dressed up in their party clothes of evening dresses and 
men in their dress suits that were so in place in that lovely old 
building. 


The teenage groups of later years especially enjoyed their sock 
hops at the Rose Inn. The beautiful hardwood floors that were 
always polished to a high shine were certainly polished even 
brighter with the fast stepping feet of the sock hoppers. 


I know that we all wish we could have kept our Rose Inn because 
it was a very special place to go and eat, visit and to party. Giving 
it up was a sad time for us all for so many happy memories were 
made there. Memories of school activities, parties, teachers’ 
memories of their days there, and especially the memories of the 
fancy Sunday lunches. 





Betty Claire Williford Doss, who works at The Ashley News 
Observer, speaks fondly of the days when she enjoyed Sundays 
with her parents, Bruce and Frances Williford, at the Rose Inn. 
The beautiful tables, linens and the waiters in their white jackets 
all made it seem so elegant to all who went there. We miss it. 


EDITOR'S NOTE: 


Mrs. Castleberry was Hattie Mae Jarvis before marrying Neil Castleberry. She 
writes regularly for THE ASHLEY NEWS OBSERVER, published weekly at Crossett. 
Her column, called MEMORY LANE,is her recollection of the mid-20th life in 
the old company town. She is the second daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Spencer 
Jarvis, natives of Ashley County, Arkansas. 


Her colum of Wednesday, November 17, 1999, is now reproduced as #54 in the 
Posey Collection of Rose Inn experience. Thanks to Mrs. Castleberry and 
wwwCROSSETTAP.COM(AN INTERNET LINK in our fine community). 


DESIRE FULFILLED y LZ 
~~ By Lavon Abbott 


In May of 1952 I was completing my second year of teaching and coaching at Fordyce High School 
in Fordyce, Arkansas. I decided that, as much as I loved teaching, I could not make a living for my 
family teaching school. A job came open at a company in Fordyce which was owned by the 
Crossett and Fordyce Lumber Companies. Tri-State Mill Supply Co. was an industrial supply 
company which was started by Mr. Edward Gates in Lockhart, Alabama in 1927. Mr. Jess Dooley 
managed this business there until the mill was sold and Tri-State head office was moved to 
Fordyce. Since Crossett was a company town, manufacturers would not give discounts on material 
because every industry was owned by the same company. Bryan Runyan was the manager of the 
Crossett store and Mr. Dooley was manager of the company. Mr. Ben Mayhew was the manager of 
the Fordyce Lumber Co. and president of Tri- State Mill Supply Co. I was hired as assistant 
manager of Tri-State in Fordyce. 


Mr. Dooley and his wife, Vinnie Mae Maxwell Dooley were both from Crossett and I had taught 
their daughter Ann at Fordyce High School. Six months after I joined Tri-State Mr. Dooley 
suffered a hear attack and I really learned a lot about the business in the next six months. Mr. 
Homer Cannon, also a native of Crossett, was very helpful in this situation. 


I began coming to Crossett in 1952 to help with inventory and in anyway I was needed. I stayed at 
the Rose Inn several times that year. From the very first, I really liked Crossett. Despite the bad 
odor and taste of the water, I liked the uniqueness and friendliness of the people. I had traveled a lot 
while in the Navy during World War II, but the Rose Inn was the most like “home away from 
home” J had ever experienced. You wouldn’t expect to find a hotel or inn like the Rose Inn ina 
small milltown deep in the piney woods of Ashley County, Arkansas. I continued to make trips to 
Crossett for the next ten years. The food was always delicious and the service excellent. I believe 
Les Moore was manager of the Rose Inn when I first stayed there. Shortly after that, Rex Dodson 
became manager followed by Rogers Heiss. I had known Rex Dodson in Warren (where Tri-State 
had a branch store) when he managed the Southern Hotel. 


Bill Holbrook came to Crossett as an executive trainee in the mid-fifties. Tri-State was in need of a 
new manager and Bill was chosen to fill that position. The headquarters then moved to Crossett and 
a new store was planned for Pine Bluff where International Paper Co. was building a new 200 
million dollar paper mill. I was offered the job of setting up and managing this new store. My 
family and I moved to Pine Bluff in June of 1956. I continued to come to Crossett for manager’s 
meetings and sales meetings. Again it was my privilege to stay at the Rose Inn, where most of our 
meetings were held in the small dining room just off the main dining room. I don’t recall the name 
of this small room, but I think the wallpaper had pine branches with pine cones on a white 
background. Both the food and the service were consistently good. I remember the big selection on 
the menu, including steaks, sea food, sandwiches and salads and wonderful pies and other desserts. 


When Bill Holbrook left Tri-State and moved away to go into a business of his own, Jeff Stone 
became the president and continued the expansion of the company. My desire to live in Crossett 
some day became a reality in 1961 when I was asked to come as Purchasing Manager for Tri- 
State. Houses to buy or rent were scarce, so I stayed at the Rose Inn almost three months before I 
could find a house for my family. This certainly made being away from my family more pleasant 
and I felt very fortunate indeed. I remember “Catfish” Hargrove and Nolan Watson from those 
days in their white starched jackets, and the excellent service they gave to all who came. I also 
remember meeting people like Lewie Horton and others who came daily for their meals. 


Mac McGoogan finally found a house for us and Mary and our daughters, Shirley and Margaret, 
moved on January 3, 1962 in time for a big snow on January 6". We had told our girls not to expect 
snow this far south, so of course it did snow! 


Shortly after our move Ben Posey sponsored me as a member of the Crossett Rotary Club. I had 
been a Rotarian in the Fordyce and Pine Bluff clubs and considered it a real honor to join the 
Crossett club. Our meetings were held in the Rose Inn at the time. They were later moved to the , 
Prairie Country Club, then the Wagon Wheel, followed by the Ramada Inn which is now 
Lakewood Inn and remains our meeting place. 


I changed jobs in 1975 and became manager of Investment Recovery for Georgia Pacific. During 
my time there it fell my lot to dismantle the old Public Utility building and the Rose Inn Annex. It 
was a sad time when we learned that the Rose Inn would be closed and torn down. We have our 
Chester Martin prints to remind us of that stately old landmark and we have our memories of the 
fine dining and good times the Rose Inn provided to many of us for many years. My favorite 
memento is that Chester Martin print which was given to us by our dear friends Ed and Gurtha 
Allen, who also made the frame. I’m sure the new Centennial Park, now being built where the Rose 
Inn once stood, will be a tangible reminder for us also. The Rose Inn represented more than a place 
to spend the night or eat a meal. It represented the character of the people who planned and built it 
in 1913 and rebuilt it following a fire a year later. The Crossetts, Watzeks and Gates were 
outstanding, honest businessmen who cared as much about people as they did about making money. 
E. W. “Cap” Gates will always be remembered for his good business sense and his strong character 
and vision for the future. Those who followed in his footsteps were very much like him.Some of 
those whom I was privileged to know personally are: Peter Watzek, W.C. Norman, Dick Meredith, 
A T.,McDonough, Paul Sullins, R.D.Tucker, Ed Godat, Sulo Sihvonen, Johnny Johnson, J. C. Hair, 
Jack Meadows, A.B. Moore, Whit Anderson, Austin Temple, Gordon Condit, and H.S. Mercereau. 


Crossett is a wonderful place to live and raise a family. It has changed greatly in the last 39 years, 
but is still a very good place to call home. I am fortunate that my desire has been fulfilled beyond 
my greatest expectations. 


I am including a copy of a menu from Rose Inn and a copy of the Crossett 
Lumber Co. Annual Report of 1944. 


Appetizers 


Shrimp Cocktail (6) .......... 1.25 
Shrimp Cocktail (12) .......... 2.00 
Fruit Cocktail ............... 25 
Tomato Juice ................ 15 
Grapefruit Juice .............. 15 
Today’s Homemade Soup ...... -50 


_— Salads—__§ 











CHEF'S SALAD 


A Crisp, Green Salad Bowl 
with Diced Ham, Shrimp, 
Cheese, Hard Boiled Eg 

and Choice of Homemade 


Dressings 
1.50 
Tossed Green Salad ................. -50 
Pineapple and Cheese ............... 50 
Pear and Cheese ................005. 50 
Head Lettuce ................02ceee -50 
Tuna Salad Plate with Sliced Tomato 
and Potato Chips ..............- 1.15 
Cold Baked Ham with Potato Salad, 
Pickle and Sliced Tomato ......... 1.50 
Fruit Plate with Baked Ham Sandwich 
and Potato Chips ..............- 











FRENCH FRIED 
POTATOES 
20 - .35 


FRENCH FRIED 
ONION RINGS 


75 
Beverages 


Hot Chocolate ............-.. .20 
Soft Drinks ................4-. -15 













CLUB SPECIAL 


Double Decker Club House Sandwich 
Served with Bacon and Sliced Chicken 
with Potato Salad 


1.25 





Hamburger.............0..04+ 50 
Cheeseburger ................ -60 
Grilled Cheese ............... 40 
Tuna Salad ...............0.. 60 
Ham and Cheese .............. 85 
Bacon and Tomato ............ .60 
Ham and Egg .............506- 85 


Above Served with Potato Chips 


w Stok er an 


Hot Roast Beef .............. 1.50 
Hot Chicken or Turkey ........ 1.50 
Hot Steak ........... 00 cee eee 1.35 


Served with Green Salad and French Fried Potatoes 


el lecwerte 


Homemade Pie ............... .30 
Homemade Pie, a La Mode ..... 45 
Ice Cream or Sherbet ......... 215 












detent Steaks 


U. S. CHOICE STRIP SIRLOIN STEAK, 14 oz. . . 5.25 
U. S. CHOICE RIB EYE STEAK, 12 0z......... 5.25 


U. S. CHOICE FILET MIGNON, 8 oz.......... 4.50 
Above Served with Green Salad and Potato 










GRILLED HAM STEAK 
Green Salad, Pineapple Ring 
and Potatoes 


2.25 


Chef's Suggestions 


HAMBURGER STEAK with Onions . 1.75 BONELESS FRESH PORK CHOPS .. 1.75 
BACON WRAPPED CHOPPED 
BREADED VEAL CUTLET, Gravy .. 1.75 STEAK .....5+ssseeauaness 1.85 


Above Served with Green Salad and Potatoes 


iden 


ONE HALF FRIED CHICKEN, Green Salad, 


POAGIOUS on kanes dunnas<¢eodonaans 1.75 
TWO PIECES FRIED CHICKEN BREASTS, 

Green Salad, Potatoes .............. 1.75 
ONE FOURTH FRIED CHICKEN, Green 

Salad, Potatoes ...........---ee cece 1.50 
FRIED CHICKEN LIVERS, Green Salad, 





Potatoes 






Seafoods 


FRIED WHOLE FRESH CATFISH ............ 





STUFFED DEVILED CRABS (2) .............. 2.25 our HALE SEEN 
FRIED FILLET OF CATFISH ................ 1.75 JUMBO SHRIMP 
SEAFOOD PLATE with Fried Shrimp, . Grown sled, Taviae Sauce 





Stuffed Crab, Fillet of Catfish ......... 2.50 2.25 


Above Served with Green Salad and Potatoes 





Crossett Lumber Company 


eee KKeport 


TO THE STOCKHOLDERS 


FOR THE YEAR ENDED 
NOVEMBER 30, 
1944 


ROSE INN WAS A SUBSIDIARY TO 
CROSSETT LUMBER COMPANY, THE 
DOMINANT INDUSTRY AT CROSSETT. 


CROSSETT LUMBER COMPANY 


CROSSETT, ARKANSAS 


Incorporated in the State of Arkansas in 1899 





CROSSETT LUMEER CoMmMPANY 
WANUEFACTUCRERS GF FOREST PEODUCTS 


December 20, 1944 


TO THE STOCKHOLDERS OF 
CROSSETT LUMBER COMPANY: 


On behalf of the Board of Directors, I am pleased to 
submit the Annual Report of Crossett Lumber Com- 
pany for the year ended November 30, 1944. This 
report was prepared for our Annual Stockholders’ 
Meeting and is subject to audit in accordance with 
the requirements of the Board of Directors. 


Results of Operations 


Sales of lumber and lumber items during the fiscal 
year 1944 totaled $3,201,045.07, while paper and pulp 
sales for the period totaled $7,031,794.08. 


The Corporation’s net profit after income taxes for 
the fiscal year 1944 was $731,839.76, as compared to 
$685,465.96 in 1943, an increase of 6.76%. 


Provision for income taxes for the year was $1,684,- 
407.00 as compared with $1,274,464.21 for 1943, an 
increase of 32.17%. This increase was due partially 
to larger income and partially to the increase in the 
Federal Excess Profits Tax rate to 95%, which 
increase was effective for eleven months of the 
Company’s year. 





During the year ended November 30, 1944, the Com- 
pany retired the balance of its indebtedness to 
Reconstruction Finance Corporation. 


General 


It should be noted that in June of 1944 the Sawmill 
Division was awarded a star as the first renewal of 
its Army-Navy “E” which it won in 1943 for out- 
standing production of material for the war effort. 
Throughout most of the year manpower shortages 
were present for all of the Company’s Divisions and 
Departments and at the same time operating and 
repair supplies and materials remained a problem. 
Notwithstanding these difficulties the Raw 
Materials Division supplied the plants with raw 
materials to such an extent that lost time was held 
to the very minimum. 


Up to the present time 692 employees of Crossett 
Lumber Company have entered the Armed Forces. 
Of this number three have lost their lives in the 
service of their Country. 


The Company’s Payroll Deduction Plan for the pur- 
chase of war bonds continued to operate successfully 
with the participation on the part of the Paper Divi- 
sion employees being outstanding. The operation 
of this plan, which was one of the first in the State 
to be started, played a large part in making Crossett 
the Nation’s first Treasury “T” Town on August 
19, 1944. 


The war contracts completed by the Company dur- 
ing the fiscal year 1942 have been renegotiated for 





the Government by the War Department and no 
liability for refund was found. All of the necessary 
information and data with reference to the Com- 
pany’s 1943 war contracts have been furnished to 
the War Department and that Agency has now noti- 
fied the Company that it has recommended to the 
War Contracts Price Adjustment Board that the 
assignment be canceled and that, in the absence of 
further development, 10 further action is contem- 
plated. 


In accordance with the decision of the Board of 
Directors and the approval of the stockholders, the 
affairs of the Company will be examined and audited 
by the independent accounting firm of Peat, Mar- 
wick, Mitchell & Co. as of November. 30, 1944. 





